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prophecy could draw from them. Yet they alone held the key to the
mysteries of the " Wise Women " who played such havoc in the
native nurseries. Day after day we sat in camera, patiently drawing
admissions from native witnesses upon whose weaknesses we played
with questions cunningly planned to disarm suspicion, piecing the
scraps of evidence together, until we thought we knew as much of
the secret villainies of native midwifery as the most hardened prac-
titioner of them all. And what a caste they were, those Wise Women!
Medical witnesses in England could not show a haughtier contempt
for lay opinion, greater professional reticence or more bitter resent-
ment against unqualified practitioners than those grim old ladies who
guarded the secrets revealed to them by their mothers to hand them
down inviolate to their own daughters. Happily for us, one of them
had been cheated of the promised fee, and our sympathetic references
to this painful subject, coupled with the hope that we could see
justice done to her, had softened her into garrulousness. All we
wanted now was the experience of a native lady of quick intelligence
and wide experience, old enough to be versed in all native lore uncon-
fused by Christian teaching and possessed of such experience in mid-
wifery as an amateur with a pure love of the science is able to acquire.
All these the Lady Asenath had, and for intelligence, throughout the
length and breadth of the islands, there was not a witness to touch
her.
I can see her now, as she paused in the doorway, waiting for a
more pressing invitation, with the diffidence prescribed by good
breeding. A tall and stately figure, a little withered by advancing
years, but graceful withal from a lithe quickness of movement which
told of a fire still burning somewhere within. Care had nothing to
do with the myriad wrinkles about her eyes and forehead, but rather
a habit of raising her eyebrows, which, like her mobile lips, were
never still, and merriment, always lurking in her bright eyes, turned
her laboured seriousness into a mocking gravity. The very cut of
her pink pinafore and the knot of her sulu hinted coquetry, for all
their deference in outward form to the fashion prescribed for ladies
past middle age.
Though it is unusual for ladies of rank to pay visits unattended,
I had begged her to waive convention and leave Ruth and the Pussy-
cat at home, lest some regard for their comparatively untainted